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Down the Hallway of a Leaf
“Locusts are climbing down into the dark green crevices / Of my
childhood.”
James Wright’s “Twilights”

1.
My brother and I came upon a white tail doe.
It must have hit a car
or been wounded by an arrow.
Either way, she
across.
Her hooves on asphalt unfolded a hindquarter
awkward as a machine.

I slowed to watch her lean ribs and dark eyes,
each indifferent as glazed stone.
I had never before been so glad
to be alone.
2.
Once with a tire iron I knelt,
struggling against a
lug nut
and on a highway amid fallow fields.
A chicken pitched from the
of a passing eighteen-wheeler
and rolled a stunned swagger,
its wings half-eaten by wind.

In the cab, my tired father might
as well have been chasing deer
through thickets, his
face straining in sleep.
A contractor of concrete pipe,
his life’s work is buried in the ditches
and creeks of Mississippi.
Hurrying the spare to let him rest in his
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and a coyote braved the roadside,
offering feathers to the wind.
3.
One morning, road
bare,
(no stanza break)
there was a drunk languid as an eel,
up from who knows where.
He lunged a bit of hell at me,
offering his middle finger,
a piece of
bread, the inverse of beg.

I wanted to yell, and hide
before the cops come to take you downtown.
Grab your life and stash
among the leaves where the deer bed
when the Pearl River runs too high.
I made my way,
tires gripping roadside,
sure someone would call the cops,
who’d come with
palming their own sweet lives.
Since then, I’ve seen him sober selling mistletoe.
He wears an impish grin,
his lips are bent nails rusted
as bottled wine.
People are moving to Madison,
where the new,
brick Wal-Mart
matches the new overpass.

Twenty miles south,
on a bluff of the Pearl River
is my parents’ neighborhood,
a stubborn piece of glacier in a place
where mildew is something people can’t avoid,
crime is rumored to be a flood,
and the long hallway stops
before a locked door
and my sister first hears of me.

the savage trunk
of an oak fragmented the street
my parents have lived on for years,
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the city failed to send any men,
and as muddy roots wallowed in afternoon,
beautifully old neighbors
wrestled branch.
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